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PROLOGUE 


And now he is gone. He’s left his front seat watching this freak show of a 
world (George Carlin), and is now watching it from above. 

I, for one, cannot believe it happened. I wait everyday to wake up from my 
nightmare, and see his broad shoulders walking through the front door, and 
hearing “Hey Dad” resound through the house. 

Meanwhile, I collect his memories to preserve a shadow of his beauty, a 
reminder of his love and kindness. The world may not have deserved him, 
but it deserves to know what it has lost. 

I do this for him. I do it for his family. But mostly, I do it for myself. For I can 
never let go. 

Samsoum Forever! 


Sam S. Abujawdeh 
Colonia, NJ 
December 2020 
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With Uncle Tony, Paris 
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FOREVER SAMSOUM 




Happy Days, AC Golf and Birthdays 
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Many pictures may seem repeats or close, but they are not. They are snaps of a 
movie, literally, snaps of Sammy’s life. In this volume, I hoped to bring the 
pictures to life, as you saw the snapshots move along. I selfishly hope that the 
pictures would keep moving, and he would come to life, smiling out of the book 
and into my arms. This is my best shot at turning his memorial books into small 

movie snippets, to show his vigor and joy. 

I watched him many years, adoring his looks, his moves, his cool. Now I only have 
these moments to remember him by. Humor me. 
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Cheering Elvis, “I did it my way” on my 60 th Birthday 
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Heartbreak Hotel - I’ll be so lonely I could cry... and I am 
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My Last Happy Birthday 

A Happy day remembered, in sadness and in sorrow, 

How could we know that day, what brings to us tomorrow. 

How could we know, that room itself, would later say goodbye, 
When time ran out, when time was short, and no more time to borrow. 
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It was a party to end all parties. Costumes and music and good food and belly 
dancing. Sammy enjoyed his time immensely, for once dancing and singing along. 
He was 31, in his prime, with a new girlfriend and a gang of friends and family. We 
smiled and laughed and sang... an outpouring of joy. A night only Kings could 
have dreamt of in past days. But I had forgotten Herodotus and the Nemesis. As 
King Croessus learnt, the Fates abandon those who tempt them, who thrive too 
much, with a vengeance. Our idyllic life, coming to a peak, was about to meet the 

Nemesis. 
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He could light the room with a smile. When I walked into his house, I would be like 
a little boy looking for his favourite toy, and when I saw his face, my heart would 
light up, my purpose fulfilled. He didn’t have to say or do anything - just watching 
his smile and laugh, being happy through his happiness, living vicariously. 
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Habib Bayyo, Samsoumi, el Handsoumi 

No magic wand, no Genie’s lamp, could make a wish like you, 
My wish beyond all riches is, to love you , ever True 
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He owned the Table and the Game. 

His house was a gang-central for Team Sammy, Eva’s Army, Sandoura’s gang, and 
Jano’s retinue. And when the game was on, all stood by to watch the master. His 
Lucky-Luke cool and easy demeanor, lent him an edge in Poker and games of 
chance. His incredible mathematical talents lent him an edge in games of skill. 
From Beating world champs at Chess, to beating Grandpa at Backgammon, to 
beating the house in Atlantic City... that was my boy. 
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What wondrous game you played my son, when all the cards were stacked, 
What wizardry you drew upon, when all the sets were racked. 

You played your hand with skill and luck, the gallery was awed, 

And even when you had to fold, your friends and fans were packed 

They came to say goodbye our friend, Rich came to cry and Weep, 
They missed you then, they miss you now, in your eternal sleep. 
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Victor, the Apprentice 


A friend in life is hard to find, and harder e’en to keep, 

And so in hardest times did Vic, display his friendship Deep. 
He met you when he first did come, to Jersey ‘n found a home, 
But more than that, he found a friend, a tutor with to Roam 
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Not enough Birthdays, but all were happy watching him smile 
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Surprising Sandra in Dallas - Phone thrown to the Floor 
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To let a picture say a thousand words. Sometime there is poetry in a frugality of 
words. When a picture explodes into life, and says more than any words can ever 
dare. I let the pictures in the book speak for themselves, so you can see Sammy 
throw the basketball, caress the kitten, lounge back and smile, or joyfully open a 
present. Each moment captures a piece of a precious life, which could never add 
up to the sum total that was Samsoum. For it is hard to capture the inner self, 
though you see flashes of its kindness and beauty. It took me 35 years to get to 
know Sammy, and it was an unfinished work abruptly ended. But the more I 
learned, the more I was in awe of his cool. He seemed to have mastered early what 
it took me my too-long life to still try to capture. He enjoyed life for what it is, 
with an easy charm and a live-and-let-live attitude. What he liked he enjoyed with 
gusto. What he didn’t like he ignored. With no malice or hate, he went through the 
play waving at the actors, and smiling at the cast and crew. And when it was time 
to say goodbye, he called them in, one by one, and imparted his wisdom in 
farewell. “Love one another, and enjoy life. Remember me by being happy”. 

If we each keep a moment, a picture, a lesson, then he lives forever... 
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House of Cards 


When Solomon or Elie visit, it is time for a game of Trumps. Sammy would come 
by, even late, for a few games. His partner was the lucky one, for that guaranteed 
a win. The banter at the game was more than half the fun. Mireille liked to poke 
fun at Sammy, but he replied by beating her easily. Solomon would like to play 
with “Khalo”, as would Elie with “Ammo”. Sandra, Jano, Eva and I would play, or 
just watch Sammy and learn. Oh if I could wind back time... 
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Our Iron Man, our Mighty Thor, Our Captain’s Dashing looks, 

Our Hero in our darkest days, the one we see in books, 
Avenger strong, his call is loud, to give him “Thanos” now. 

And when he wields his mighty Axe, his wink melts hearts and hooks. 
We miss you so, our dearest champ, as every day goes by, 
Remembering your mighty stand, your shoulders broad and high, 
How could we live without your love, how could we life endure, 

We cry and mourn, as days go past, with heavy hearts and sigh. 


©SSA 


SAMSOUM - VOL 5 - FOREVER 


Page 63 








Vegas 

We saw Thor together many years ago. For me, it was a memorable day, hanging 
out with my cool kid, and seeing a sci-fi movie, my favourite genre. I was 
delighted my son shared my passion, and we had a good time talking about 
Thor’s origins, “Thursday” being “Thor’s day”, Norse legends, and how many of 
the movies are based on ancient folklore. In time, the passion became a habit, as 
we watched each of the movies together, many times each. The heroes became 
our Halloween costumes, our Birthday themes, our toys and symbols. 
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Atlantic City was a favourite haunt. The Borgata casino was Sammy’s place, and 
mom took care of the rooms and transportation. His sisters, mom, Victor, friends, 
took turns escorting him there. He loved the food and the Buffets, and would 
spend a weekend almost every other week there with his buddies. Occasionally, 
he’d “Go West” as well, to the Casinos in Bethelhem, Pennsylvania. Vegas was the 
icing on the cake, in his last “bucket list” tour. 
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Love those eyes 


He was camera shy, but I knew I was capturing moments that will have to last a 
lifetime. He didn’t really mind the camera, just didn’t like to act for it. And if I took 
too long, he would jolt me with “He’e” or his trademark “Rock” raised eyebrow. Or 
just that gentle cursory eye-smile, that just melts your heart. 
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Atlantic City 
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Nova and Iso loved to play with the big man. He had a style of wrestling with 
them that excited them and enamored him to them. I would worry as I saw him 
“slap” them, or squeeze them... but somehow they felt his play and would play 
along as well, jumping and howling in joy. Novi will miss him the most... I always 
thought they had much in common... the beauty and charm and the endless 
energy. Iso, the jealous one, also loved him. Not to forget Leo the Lion, jumping 
around to get attention between his two big sisters. 
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We also remember Rocky, our faithful friend, whom we raised as a pup in Egypt, 
and brought to the US. Sammy would play with him through the villa window in 
Egypt, and would wrestle with him in the backyard in the US. 
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A gentle heart, a happy mane, that even canine feels, 

A Lion in the midst of us, yet smiling heart that heals. 

For every one that met you felt, as you would shine your love, 
That therein lies a heart of Gold, no pain or woe conceals. 
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Your smile against a rising tide, against the hand of Fate, 
Was our defence in darkest time, our hope it’s not too late. 
And even though the battle lost, your smile remains so bright, 
To lighten up our heavy hearts, reminding us you’re great. 
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Where are you now, my handsome Son, my hope, my rising Sun, 
Where are the dreams of happy days, where are the days of fun? 
We tried out best, against all odds, and fought the battle hard, 
But Fate just had some other plans, and Evil’s course had run. 
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“Chou Samsoum? Rebhan?”... “Eh Dad”.. 


. my winner always 


Jano: “Everyone make a sad face” 
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Feeling so proud to be his Father 
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Nick Paying Homage to Sammy - “All IN”, his motto as well 



“Grrrrrrr” say Nova 
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“Hey Dad, Habibi” ... “Cheers!” 
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Seven plus Three 


Our core family, Charissa, Solomon, Mireille, and Victor... The magnificent 10. You 
could count on them in every occasion, to be there, to help, to care, to hug, to cry, 

to give, to love. 
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May Mary and St Joseph keep you in their arms in Heaven my son 
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The Best 
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With his ever-present guardian Angel 
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Cruise time 
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Cheers Samsoum 
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Christmas spirit, good food, family & presents. 
Where are you Christmas... 
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I Keep hoping one of those pictures would come alive and hug me... Alas... 
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With Grandpa, 2011; He passed away a year before our ordeal began- luckily, I say, 
because he would have died a very sad and mournful death if he knew 
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A last tour, a last look see, before the final battle was joined. He was still healthy, 
and life, for a moment, seemed Good. Damn the Fates. 
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Avengers Forever 
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He Tells Eva: “Hurry up”, always camera-shy 
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A handsome face, beloved by near and far, 

A strong young man, a sure and rising star, 
We lost you soon, but memory still remains, 
Its hold forever, our hearts though still at war 
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If Love could talk... 
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Christmas spirit - Jano & Doura jumping for joy at Sammy’s presents 
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Habibi 
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We can never take this picture again. Six souls that formed a perfect family, a 
happy team, a solid unit that cared and loved each other. Now a memory. 
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Man-Cave... Many Happy hours spent here 
He picked the seats, the TV, the house, the small fridge, the decor, everything he 
liked, to make it his perfect refuge. Even in hard times, he enjoyed sitting there, 
playing his favourite games or watching football or Baskeball games with his 
sisters. It was his peaceful place, alas enjoyed too short. 
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Four 
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Days of happy games and pleasure 
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Cool Defined 
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Oh those game nights, with friends and family filling the house 
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Mom made sure the house was Patriot themed 
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With his girls gang 
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Sandra kept up with sports after her brother... 
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My Boy, THE MAN 
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So many moments, so many memories 
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Tough Times Don’t Last, Tough People Do 
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HURT 
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You tried so hard... 


“Khalas mom” 
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A Musical moment of peace 
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He cried when Bilal left, as he did when Loki left, or Danny left. He cried only when 
he knew this would be the last time he would see them again. 
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Humming to Jano’s Playlist with Doura - Grace under Extreme Pressure 
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Sitting like a Boss - come what may 
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Joking about the Egyptian “Newsbaber, You wan Newsbaber?” guy, hitting on 
mom in the elevator in arabic. Sense of humor intact to the end. 


“Where’s the Video? You know I’m about to Die”... © © “Not a good look... Give 
me a story I put you in Newsbaber”... - Thirsty, so thirsty habibi 










©SS/A 


SAMSOUM - VOL 5 - FOREVER 


Page 1 89 








©SS/A 


SAMSOUM - VOL 5 - FOREVER 


Page 1 90 


















Eva: “Say Hey Dad so I can record it” 
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Long Long Island days 



“I’ve never face-timed in my life, and I’m not starting now” 
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it 



What happened to Boston?” as his favourite team tanked. “That was nuts Dude... 
they got their ass kicked”. Humor and aware to the end. “Thank you ma’am” to 
Jano... “Just get me some Fanta, some icewater... some spangaho...(?)” 


Angelic 
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“MVP Next year-1 give you two guesses... you get it right I give you a Million $$s”. 
The next presidential award: “Donald Duck, against everybody else combined ©” 


His last days were a torrent of jokes and smart comebacks. You could never 
imagine someone in his condition being able to, never mind being in the mood, to 
be so jovial. He kept our spirits up when we should have been consoling him. 

Love in action. To the end. 
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Mom and Three Sisters spent day and night for 2 months, talking, serving, 
sleeping in chairs, hoping and crying for the treasure of our lives 



They talked NBA and NFL for hours, and his keen mind remembered everything. 
Like everything he did, he mastered the games and everything about them. He 
sprinkled his talk with anecdotes and jokes. His apprentice, Victor, learnt it all 
from him, as he did poker and the American way. When Sammy talked sports or 
games, everyone listened. After all, his favourites were always champions, and his 

game scores spoke for themselves. 
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The boys asked him while dealing cards: “Where do you want to be”. “I wanna be 
with you”, he said gently. “That’s where you are”. And will always be habibi. 
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Cry me a River... 
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Hero 
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Hero 
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Hero 
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Two Heroes 
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The Last good week in Long Island 



Faithful Friends 


In time of need, a true friend shows, to shine his love indeed, 
For neither brother nor the clan, can match a friendly deed. 

We were by luck, by friends bestowed, to match a ghastly course, 
Romano, Sol and both Elies, did comfort us with speed 
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Things I no Longer Like 


The loss of my son is a grave wound that will not heal. The sadness and the 
sorrow is deep, the sense of loss and defeat overwhelming. 

But it also affects every aspect of life as they remind us of him 

I hate using my GPS in the car. It reminds me of those Long Island trips, where we 
went for HIPEC surgery and radiation, and where the pain and signals of the end 
started growing. Even the sound of the GPS annoys. 

I hate the drive on Inman avenue, especially when I get near the cemetery. It 
reminds me of the many times I rushed to his house in an emergency, and the 
glances I gave at the cemetery, fearing it to be our future destination. The many 
times I got stopped for speeding to him, and the anxiousness felt at the 
seriousness of his situation, come back every time I drive by. 

I no longer like the sight of new places or travel. For one, I promised him to be 
near him forever, and that is a promise I will keep. I had already seen the world 
(the parts I wanted to see, in any case), and gotten over the thrill of discovery. I 
would not go on cruises unless he was with us. I had wanted to see the world now 
in his eyes, to see him excited at new discoveries and new attractions. Now that is 
in the past, and travel is a reminder of what was lost. 

I hate horror movies. I never liked them, but could ignore them and walk by. But 
after the horrors we lived for three years, watching the scans, videos and reports 
of my son’s agonies, those horrors stories are no longer fiction for me. They bring 
the pain back to life, with imagery too wrenching to tolerate. 

I hate watching medical ads, especially for cancer. I fear to hear of a new 
breakthrough that came a year too late for our deliverance. I hate the false hope 
they display. I understand their failings too much to be overtaken by the sales 
pitch. I hate to think how little our world invests in the good of our people, while 
it dithers away on foolish distractions. 

I hate watching old people happily chatting and relaxing. I see a picture of my son 
never-to-be in his old age. I hate watching young people cavorting, for that was 
him in happier times, and no longer. 

I hate the sight of medicine bottles or supplements. I remember his desk full of 
them, the ones we mixed daily hoping against hope. He disliked them, and would 
resist taking them regularly. We hoped they would help, but time ran out as did 
our luck. 

I hate going out to places he liked... Benihana, his favourite, and Denny’s, where 
we spent many late night after games or flights. I can never eat once favourite 
foods, like Kafta, Mom’s Magic Rice & Chicken, Lahmajun, etc, and mom doesn’t 
make them any more. I hate going to Panera, where he worked and liked their 
specialties, including soup and iced tea. I avoid Dunkin Donuts, where he got his 
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tea and favourite Boston Creams. I dislike “shots” and mixes that he used to 
enjoy. 

I dislike Hotels and BnB places, for they remind me of those long stays near 
hospitals over weeks and months, even while we rarely slept in them, preferring 
hospital chairs. 

So what do I like still? Not much. 

I like Startrek, Starwars and Avenger movies, because he liked them. They remind 
me of the times we sat together watching them repeatedly. And the joy in his face 
when his favourite scenes come up. 

I like wearing his slacks and sports jackets, the comfy ones he liked - never a 
pretender or showoff in clothes. I like the color Blue, his favourite color. 

I like sitting in his favourite chair in our living room, and in his living room. I can 
imagine his smell and his presence still around me then. 

I like to write and peruse his books, for every moment there keeps me looking at 
his face and memories. 

I like staring at his pictures that fill our house, quietly hoping they would come 
alive. I like looking at his memorabilia in his house, imagining the fun he had with 
them, and the fun he missed when life was cut short. 

I like standing by his grave, crying and praying, for that is the closest I can get to 
him in this world. Looking at his picture on the stone, and imagining his smile and 
beauty in his vigor. His movie-star looks on the St Joseph plaque brings tears 
flowing, and praying for him gives me some hope, maybe false, of a reunion. 

I like to look forward to being with him soon, in the Hereafter, or the emptiness 
beyond, no matter. At last I would have repaid my debt, and Death, the ultimate 
equalizer, would have wiped my pain away. 

■ "In Loving Memory" 
"Sammy S. Abujawdeh" 
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“How’s the head”... “A little better”... Sammy had his own pain scale. What to me 
and you would be a 10, he would report as a 4-5. We always had to translate to the 
Drs. His strength, pride, self-reliance, would not have it any other way. Habibi. 











Never gave up, never surrendered... 

The shame is on the Death, not the Dying 
The Pain is relieved, perhaps to Heavenly bliss, perhaps to blissfull Oblivion 
The Love and beautiful memories remain... Samsoum Forever 
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IN MEMORIAM 
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They came to say farewell, to a handsome boy of summer, 
Our friends both young and old, from Maska, many farther, 
Their faces tell the story, for many could not speak, 
They know the pain is deep, and words just make it harder 
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Imagine their thoughts. His cousins and friends who played with him as a 
handsome young boy. Our family whom we visited all over the world, where 
Sammy would hide in their homes so he doesn’t have to leave. They all send me 
pictures of our days with them with Sammy center-stage. How does a life end so 
suddenly, so brutally. What do you do with the love, with the memories, with the 
pain. No one seems to know. All the wise old men, the mature friends, the wise 
guys. No one can help. Life’s irony and delusions are laid bare. The ultimate test 
fails the Masters. We just bow our head and despair. 
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Read in Norse and in English. Berit’s tribute to Sammy, and his favourite Norse 
God. The preacher was hesitant, fearing competition. She still sends a picture 
every time it thunders in her home in Os, Norway, saying Sammy and Thor are 

passing by in the Heavens. 
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Memorial videos came from Friends and Family and Patriots 
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MaaMan 



Many videos came through wishing Sammy a Miracle 
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Maskillet gang cheered him on 


As did the Patriots Games White) 

His face lit up as he received his first Patriots package, with personalized letter of 
support, sports shirt, insignia, badges, stickers and magazine. My friend Paul had 
made sure to arrange it on his visit to Boston. Sandra arranged for videos from 
his favourite players. He thought this was “cool... really cool”, his favourite 
accolade. His last package from the patriots, unfortunately, made it too late. The 

champ was gone by the time it arrived. 
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